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CHAPTER IIL

A Man Has Passed Like a Shadow
Through the Blinds.”

JALF an hour later Rouletabllle
and 1 were on the piatform of
the Orleans station, awalting

the departure of the train
which was to take us to Eplnay-sur-
Orge.

On the platform we found M. de
Marquet and his registrar, who repre-
sented the judicial court of Corbeil
M. de Marguet had spent the night In
Parls, assisting In the final rehearsal
at the Scalan of a little play of which
be was the unknown author, signing
himself simply “Castignt Ridendo.”

M. Marquet was beginning to be n
“poble old gentleman.” “Generally he
was extremely pollte and full of gay
bumot and in all his life had had but
one passion—that of dramatic art

Because of the mystery which
shrouded it the case of the yellow
room was certain to fascinate so the-
atrical a mind.

At the moment of meeting him I
heard M. de Marquet say to the regis-
trar with a sigh:

*“l hope, my dear M. Maleine, this
bullder with his plckax will not de-
stroy so fine a mystery.”

“Have no fear,” replied M. Maleine.
“His plckax may demolish the pavilion
perhaps, but it will leave our case in-
tact. 1 bhave sounded the wslls and
examined the celllng and floor, and I
koow all about it. 1 am not to be de-
celved.”

Having thus reassured his chief, M.
Malelne, with a discreet movement of
the head, drew M. de Marquet's atten-
tion to ns. The face of that gentle-
man clooded, and as he saw Roule-
tablile approaching, hat in hand, bhe
sprang into one of the empty carringes,
saying half alond to his reglstrar as
be did so, “Above all, no journallsts!™

M. Maleine replied In the same tone,
“1 voderstand,” and then tried to pre-
venl Rouletab!lle from entering the
same comparttient with the examining
magistrate.

“Excuse me, gentlemen, this com-
partment s reserved.”

“I am a jourpalist, monsieur, engag-
el on the Epogue sald my young
friend, with a great show of gesture
and politeness, “and 1 have a word or
two to say to M. de Marquet.”

“Monsieur §s very much engaged
‘with the inquiry be bas in bhand.”

“Abh! His inqguiry, pray belleve me,
is absolutely a matter of indifference
to me. I am no scavenger of odds
and ends,” he went on, with infinite
contempt in lls lower lip; “I am a the-
atrical reporter, and this evening I
shall have to give a little account of
the play at the Scala.”

“Get in, eir, please,” sald the regis-
trar,

Rouletabille was already in the com-
partment. 1 went in after him and
seated myself by his side, The regis-
trar followed and closed the carriage
door,

M. de Marqguet looked at him,

“Ah, sir,” Rouletabille Legan, “yon
must not be angry with M. Maleine.
It is not with M. de Marquet that I de-
gire to have the honor of speaking, but
with M. *Castigat Ridendo.” Permit me
to congratulate you—personally, as well
a8 the writer for the Epogue.” And
Rouletabllle, having first introduced
me, introduced himself,

M. de Marquet, with & nervous ges-
ture, caressed his beard into a polot

“The work of the dramatic author
may juterfere,” he sald, after a slight
besitation, “with that of the mngis.
trate, especially In a provioce where
one's labors mre little more than rou-
tine."

“0Ob, you may rely on my discretion!”
erled Rouletabille,

The train was fu motion.

“We have started!” sald the examin-
ing magistrate, surprised at seeing us
6tlll In the carringe.

“Yes, monsleur, truth bas started.”
sald Rouletabille, smiling amlabiy, “on
its way to the Chateau du Glandier. A
fine case, M. de Marquet, a fine case!”

“An obscure, fneredible, unfathow-
able, Inexplicable affulr, and there is
ouly one thing I fear, M. Rounletabille,
that the journalists will be trying to
explain 1t.”

My friend felt this a rop on his
knuckles,

“Yes," he said simply, “that is to be
feared. They meddie in everything. As
ifor wy interest, wonsleur, 1 only re-
ferred (o It by mere chance—the mere

bance of findlng myself In the same
iriin with you and in the same com-
of the same e

“Where are you golng, then? asked
1. de Marquet.

“To the Chatenu du Glandler,” re-
plied Rouletabllle, without turning.
“You'll mot get in, M. Rouletabille!”
“Will you prevent me?" said my

end, already prepared to fight
, “Not 1! 1 Hke the press and jour-

lists too well to be in any way dis
ble to them, but M. Stanger-
jon has given orders for Lis door to

closed agulnst everybody, aud It is
ell gunrded. Not a journalist was
ble to pass through the gate of the
slnndier yesterday.”
M, de Marquet compressed his lps

and seemed ready to relapse Into | mained closed as usnal and of the twé

obstinate silence. He only relaxed a
little when Rouletabille no longer left
him In ignorance of the faect that we
were going to the Glandler for the
purpose of shaking hands with an “old
and Intimate friend," M. Robert Dar-
#c—a man whom Rouletabille bad
perhaps seen once In his life.

“Poor Robert!” continued the young
reporter, “this dreadful affair may be
his death—he Is so deeply In love with
Mile. Stangerson. It 1s to be hoped
that Mlle. Stangerson's life will be
saved.”

“Let us hope so. Her father told me
yesterday that If she does not recover
it will not be long befare he joins her
in the grave. What an incalculable
loss to science his death would be!™

“The wound on her temple is serlouns,
is It not?”

“Evidently, but by a wonderful
chance it has not proved mortal. The
blow was glven with great force.”

“Then It was not with the revolver
she was wounded.,” sald Rouletabille,
glancing at me in triumph.

M. de Marquet appeared greatly em-
barrassed.

“1 didn't say anything, I don't want
to say anything, 1 will not say any-
thing,” he said. And he turned toward
his registrar as if he no longer knew
us.
But Rouletabllle was not to be so
easlly shaken off. He moved nearer to
the examining magistrate and, draw-
ing a copy of the Matin from his pock-
et, he showed it to him and sald:

“There is one thing, monsicur, which
1 may ingquire of you without commit-
ting an indiscretion. You have, of
course, seen the account given in the
Matin? It Is absurd, Is it not?"

“Not in the slightest, monsieur.”

“What! The yellow room has but
one barred window, the bars of which
have not been moved, and only one
door, which bhad to be bLroken open,
and the assassin was not found!"

“That's so, monsleur; that's wo.
That's how the matter stands"

Rouletabille sald wo more, but plung-
ed Into thought. A gquarter of an hour
thus passed.

Coming back to himself agaln, he
sald, addressing the magistrate:

“How did Mlle, Stungerson wear her
hair on that evening?”

“l1 don't know," replied M. de Mar-
quet.

“That's a very important point” siid
Rouletabllle, “Her hair was done up
in bands, wasn't it? 1 feel sure that
on that evening, the evening of the
crime. she had her hair arranged In
bands."

“Then you are mistaken, M. Roule-
fabllle” replied the magistrate, “Mlle,
RBtangerson that evening had bher halr
drawn up in & knot on the top of her
bhead, her usual way of arranging it

her forehead completely uncovered. 1
CAD mssure you, for we bave ¥

examined the wound, There was no
blood on the hair, and the arrangement
of it has not been disturbed since the
erime was committed.”

“You are sure? You are sure that
ou the night of the crime she had not
Ler hair fn bands?”

“Quite sure,” the maglstrate coktin-
ued, smilicg, “because 1 remember the
doctor saylng to me while he was ex-
amining the wound: ‘It 15 a great pity
Mlle, Stangerson was in the habit of
drawing her bair back from her fore-
head, If she bhad worn It in bands
the Llow she recelved on the temple
would have been weakened,' It seems
strauge to me that you should attach
s0 much importance to this polot.”

*Oh, If she had not her hair in bands
I give it up,” sald Rouletabille, with a
despuiring gesture,

“And was the wound on her temple
& bad one?” he asked presently.

“Terrible.”

“With what weapon was it made?

“That 1s a secret of the Investiga-
tlon.”

“Have you found the weapon—what-
ever it was?”

The magistrate did not answer,

“And the wound In the throat?”’

Here the examining magistrate read-
lly confirmed the declslon of the doc-
tor that, if the murderer had pressed
Ler throat & few seconds longer, Mlle,
Stungerson would have dled of stran-
gulation,

“The affalr as reported in the Matin,”
gald Rouletabllle eagerly, “seems to me
more and more inexplicable. Can you
tell me, monsieur, how many openings
there are in the pavillon? 1 mean
doors and windows."”

“There are five,” replled Monsleur
de Marquet, after having coughed once
or twice, but no longer resisting the
desire he felt to talk of the whole of
the ineredible mystery of the affalr he
was investigating. ““There are five, of
which the door of the vestibule is the
ouly entrance to the pavilion—a door
alweys automatically closed, which
cannot be opened, either from the out-
er or inslde, except with the two spe-
elnl keys which are never out of the
possession of either Daddy Jacques or
M. Stangerson. Mlle. Stangerson had
no need for me, since Daddy Jaeques
jodged in the pavillon and be-
cause, durlng the daytime, she never
Jeft her father. When they, all four,
rushed into the yellow room, after
breaking open the door of the labora-
tory, the door in the vestibule re-

 keys for opening It Daddy Jacgues had

one in his pocket and M. Stangerson

pavilion, there are four, the one win-
dow of the yellow room and those of
the laboratory looking out on to the
country, the window in the vestibule
looking Into the park.”

bille.

*How do you know that?”

“How? Oh, the thing is simple
enongh! As soon as he found he conld
not escape by the door of the pavillon
his oniy way out was by the window
in the vestibule, unless he could pass
through a grated window. The win-
dow of the yellow room is secured by

the open country; the two windows of
the laboratory have to be protected In
like manner for the same renson. ASs
the murderer got away I concelve that

“It Is by that window that he eseap- | &
ed from the pavillon!" cried Rouleta- |® Practice in State and Federal -

iron bars, Locause It looks out upon |

Practice in a!l State Courts and
Interior Department. Careful at-
Llention to all business.

:

the other. As to the windows of the | © 7T PPHEEEEE40000 0000000040

FHOTIONEISHII0000LIERESY
D. W, SHEAHAN :
&  LAWYER - ENTERPRISE

g Courts and Interlor Department,

C. T. HOCKETT, M. D,
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON

Office upstairs in Bank DBulld-
ing. Ind. Home phone in office
and resldence,

i

POTEEPPEVEI PP IOECISHI PRy | ¢ PRPRDIE T iRaddd

of the Flora Milling Co., Monday af-
ternoon, the following officers were
eclected: ¥, 8§, Johnson, president;
L, Austin, manager; W, H, DBaker,
treasurer; T, M. Gllmore, secrelary;

(3. Doran, director. The Milling com-

pany so far in erecting the mill have

& been to the .expense of $9000, The
|building s number one and the ma-
‘chinery s a8 good as new.

The ar.
rangement in bullding could not be
better,

a week will be making flour,

Everything s lovely and In |

DENTIST -  ENTERPRISE

silve Beriand Bullding.
Independent Phone,

CRPPDDPDG LB POD Gl b D BLD Gy

sraee [
THOS, M. DILL ;'i R. L LONG H. B. MERRYMAN ‘
£ ATTORNEY-AT-LAW £ COUNTY SURVEYOR SURVEYOR AND ENGINEER :
U B I M
9 f Srirsnon A0or South of e Civil, Hydraulic and Irrigation § | M_im“le‘mlrm-&ﬂ;lmg;wgo&
- ¢ Fraternal Bldg., Euaterprise, Ore, unginewing,  Enterprise, Ore, neer. Enterprise, Oregon,
SHEREIIIIPI PRI CORIIEIEINLIINIISI0EI00Y | Tadee
N LEROUX COPYRIGHT, 1908, e g el il T S R o TN RESULT OF MILL MEETING. ‘Mﬂqdﬁ j
v '.
By GASTO : * BY BRENTANO'S g BURLEIGH & BOYD ! From Fiorn Journal. | W. ¢, KETCHUM
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW At the meating of the stockholders

Home

Practices in all Courts and In-

s 8 S SRR B E RO R R e 'Y
; COLON R, EBERHARD
ATTORNEY AND COUNSELOR
terlor Dept. Notary Publie,
Ind. Home phong, Josaph,
b PSP PIPPE PO RO PGL PP

B R e B e
CHAS. A, AULT
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON

Resldence 1 block east of Pres.
byterian Church, Office In Ber-
land Building, Enterpries,

£ =

2
i

Baaaa s st il oo s S L

i

E. T. ANDERSBON, M, D,

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON

Calls attended to day or night.
Home phone, Enterprise, Ore.

BSP b bl bbb D B ESDI bR

he found a window that was not bhar-
red—that of the vestibule, which opens
on to the park—that is to say. into the |
Interfor orf the estate. There's not
much magle in all that"

“Yes,” sald M. de Marquet, “but what
you have not gnessed is that this single
window In the vestibule, though it has |
no iron bars, has solid fron blinds, |
Now, these iron blinds have remalned |
fastened by thelr iron latch, and yet |
we bave proof that the murderer made |
hls escupe from the pavilion by that |
window! Traces of blood on the inside |
wall and on the blinds as well as on |
the floor, and footmarke, of which I |
have taken the measurements, attest |
the fact that the murderer made his |
escape that way. But, then, how did |
he do it, seelng that the blinds remain- |
ed fastened on the Inslde? He passed |
through them llke a shadow. But |
what s more bewildering than all, Is
that it is lmpossible to form any idea
as to how the murderer got out of the
vellow room or how he got across the
laboratory to reach the vestibule!"

“Could that window have heen
closed and refastened after the flight
of the assassin?’ asked Rouletabllle.

“That 18 whnt occurred to me for a
moment, but It would imply an accom-
plice or accomplices, and I don't see"—

After a short sllence he added:

“Ah, If Mlle, Stangerson were only |
well enough today to allow of her |
belng questioned!"

Rouletabille, following
thought, nsked:

“Aud the attic? There must be some
opening to thaty”

“Yes; there s a window or, rather,
skylight in it, which, as it looks out
toward the country, M. Stangerson
has had barred, like the rest of the
windows, These bars, as In the other
windows, have remained Intact, and
the blinds, which naturally open in-
ward, Lave not been unfastened. For
the rest, we have pot discovered any-
thing to lead us to suspect that the
murderer had passed through the at-
tie,”

“It seems clear to you, then, mon-
sleur, that the murderer escaped—no-
body knows how—by the window In
the vestibule?"’

YEverything goes to prove It."

“I think so0, too," confessed Rouleta-
bille gravely.

After a brief sllence he continued:

“If you have not found any traces
of the murderer in the attle, such as
the dirty footmarks similar to those
on the floor of the yellow room, you
must come to the conclusion that ft
was not he who stole Daddy Jacquos®
revolver.”

“There are no footmarks in the attic
other than those of Daddy Jacques
himself,” sald the magistrate with a
slgnificant turn of his head. Then,
after an appavent decision, he added,
“Daddy Jacques was with M. Stanger-
son In the laboratory, and It was lucky
for him he was'

“Then what part did hils revolver
play in the tragedy? It seems very
clear that this weapon did less harm
to Mlle. Stangerson than it did to the
murderer."

The magistrate made no reply to
this question, which doubtless embar-
rassed him. “M. Btangerson,'” he sald,
“tells us that the two bullets have
been found in the yellow room, one
embedded 1o the wall stained with the
Impression of a red hand—a man's
large hand—and the other in the ceil
Ing."

“Oh, oh, In the celllng!” muttered
Rouletabille. “In the celling! 'That's
very curious! In the celling!"

He puffed awhile In silence at his
plpe, enveloping himself in the smoke,
When we reached Epinay-sur-Orge 1
had to tap him on the shoulder to
aronse him from his dream and come
out on to the platform of the statlon.

There the magistrate and his regis-
trar bowed to us and, by rapidly get-
ting into a caub that was awalting
them, made us understand that they
had seen enough of us.

up his

“How long will 1t take to walk to
the Chateau du Glandier? Rouleta-
bille nsked one of the rallway porters,

“An hour and a half or an hour
and three-quarters—easy walking,” the
man replied.

Rouletabille looked up at the sky
and, no doubt finding its appearance
satisfactory, took my arm and sald;

_“Come on! I need a walk. It was &

bit of luek our falling In with llml]

exnmining magistrate and his reglstrar,
€h? 'What did I tell you about that
revolver?

His head was bent down, he had hls
hands in his pockets, and he was
whistling. After awhile 1 heard him
murmur;

“Poor woman! .

“Is it Mlle. Stangerson you are plty.
Ing ¥
ies. She's a noble woman and
worthy of Lelwg pitied—a woman of
1 great, u very great, character, 1
Ilmagine—I Imagine.”

“You know her, then?"

“Not at all. I have never seen her
but once.”

“Why. then, do you say that she s o
woman of great character?”

“Because she bravely faced the mur-
derer, because she courngeously de-
| fended herself, and, above all, because
| of the bullet in the celling,”

CHAPTER 1IV.

“In the Bosom of Wild Nature.”

(T

HE Chateau du Glandier s one
of the oldest chatenux In the
lle de France, where so many
bullding remalos of the feudal

period are still standing. Bullt origin-

nlly In the heart of the forest in the
relgn of Philip le Bel, It now could be
seen a few hundred yards from the
road leading from the village of Bainte- |

Genevieve to Monthery, A miss of |

luharmonlous structures, it is dowminat-

ed by a donjon,

It was In this pluce, seemingly be-
longing entirely to the past, that I'ro-
feasor Stangerson and his daughter In-
stalled themselves to lay the founda-
tions for the sclence of the future.

When M, Stangerson bought the es-
tate, fifteen years before the tragedy
with which we are engaged oceurred,
the Chateau du Glandler had for a
long time been unoccupled. Another
old chatenu fu the nelghborhood, Lullt
In the fourteenth century by Jean de
Belmont, was also abandoned, so that
that part of the country was very lit-
tle inhabited. SBome small houses on
the side of the road leading to Corbell, |
an Inn, called the Auberge du Don- |
jon, which offered passing hospitality |
to wagoners—these were nbout all to
represent elvilization In this out of the
way part of the country, but a few
leagues from the capital,

But this deserted condition of the
place had been the determining reason
for the cholee made by M. Btangerson
and his daughter. M, Btangerson was
already celebrated. He bhad returned
from America, where hls works had
made a greéat stir. The ook which he
bad published at Philadelphla, on the
“Dissoclation of Matter by Eleetrie
Action,” hnd aroused opposition
throughout the whole sclentific world.
M. Stangerson was a Frenchman, but
of Amerlcan origin. Important mat-
ters relating to a leguey bad kept him
for several years In the United States,
where he had continued the work be-
gun by him In France, whither be had
returned In possession of a large for-
tune,

AMlle, Btangerson was at the tlme
when her father returned from Amer-
fea and bought the Glandier estate
twenty years of sage. Bhe was ex-
ceedingly pretty, having nt once the
Parislan grace of her mother, who had
died in giving ler birth, aud all the
splendor, all the riches of tle young
Ameriean blood of ber purental grand-
father, Willlam Stangerson. A cltizen
of Philadelphin, Willlam Stangerson
had been obllged to become natural-
ized in obedience to family exigencles
at the thoe of his marriage with a
French lady.

Twenty years of age, a charming
blond, with blue eyes, mllk white
complexion and radiant with divine
health, Mathilde Stangerson was one
of the most begutiful marrisgeable
girls in either the old or the new world.
It was her father's duty, In spite of
the inevitable puin which a separation
from her would cause him, t» think of

Questioned by her friends, the young

girl replied ealmly, “Where could we |

work better than In this solitude?”

| For Mlle, Stangerson had already be- |
gun to collaborate with her father in |

his work. It counld not nt the time be
Imagined that her passion for sclence
would lend her so far as to refuse all

the sultors who presented rhemnelven:
| to her for over fifteen years, The |

young girl's extreme reserve did not at
first discourage sultors, but at the end

of a few years they tired of thelr |

quest,

One alone persisted with tender te-
nncity and deserved the nnme of “eter-
nal finnee,"” a name he nccepted with
melancholy resiguation; that was M,
Robert Darzae,  Mlle, Stangerson was
now no longer young, and It seemed
that, having found no reason for mar-
rying ot five and thirty, she would nev-
er find one.

| followed.

| brated detective,

out In what it conslsted,

What he was continually looking at
In the palm of his right hand was
nothing but his wateh, the minute
hand of which he nppeared to be not-
Ing Intently. Then he turned back,
still runoing, stopping only when lLe
reached the park gate, where he agaln
consulted his wateh and them pat It
away In his pocket, shrugging his
shoulders with a gesture of discourage-
ment. e pushed open the park gnte,
reclogsed and locked It, raised his head
and through the boars percelved us,
Rouletabllle rushed after him, and 1
Frederle Larsan walted for
us,

“M. Fred,” sald Rouletabllle, rulsing
his hat and showing the profound
respect, based on admiration, which
the young reporter felt for the cele
“enn you tell me
whether M, Robert Darzac s at the

i

before the | Chntean at this moment? Hore s one
events with which we are occupled o | 9F hi8 friends of the Paris bar, who
report—to which nobody attached any desirea to umuk.wlth bim."

Importanee, so lnoredible dld It sound "1 ""—‘“”S’ don't know, M. Rouleta-
—was spread about Parls that Mile, | Ple” replled Fred, shaking hands
Stangerson had at last consented to | WIth my friend, whom he bad several
“crown” the Inextinguishable flame of | tH0es met In the course of his dificult
M. Robert Darzac! It needed that M. | Investigntions. I have not seen him.”
Robert Darzac himself should not deny ll “The conclerges n\.vlll be able to in
this mntrimonial rumor to glve It an form us, no doubt™ sald Rouletabllle,

Buddenly some weeks

her marriage, and he was fully pre-
pared for it. Nevertheless be burked

himself and his child at the Glandier

at the moment when his friends were
expecting bim to bring her out lnto
clety.

~l

appearance of truth, so unlikely d4id 1t | p:""““’_‘ to the lodge, the door and
seem to be well founded. One day,  Windows of which were close shut,

however, M. Btangerson, a8 he was

| leaving the Acudemy of Selence, an-
I, nounced

that the marriage of his
Anughter and M. Robert Darzae would
be celebrated In the privacy of the
Chatenu du Glandler a8 spon ns he and
his doughter had put the finishing
touches to thelr report summing up
thelr labors on the “Dissoclation of
Matter,” The pew household wonld in-
stall ftself In the Glaudler, and the son-
in-lnw woulll lend his agsistunce in the
work to which the father nand daughter
had dedicated thelr lves.

The sclentiflc world had barely had
thne to recover from the effect of this
news when It learned of the attempted
assassination of mademolselle.

CHAPTER V.

In Which Joseph Rouletabille Makes
a Remark to M. Robert Darzac
Which Produces lts Little Effect.

JULETABILLE and [ had been

wilking for several minutes by
the slde of a long wall bound-
iug the vast property of AL |
Stangerson wud  had  already come
withiu sight of the entrance gate when |
our attentlon was drawn to an indl
vidual who, half bent to the ground, |
seced to be s0 completely absorbed
In what be was dolng as not to have
seen us coming toward Wlm, At one
thme he stooped 80 low as slmost to
touch the ground. At noother he drew
bimself up wnd attentively examined
the wall. Then he looked Into the
palm of one of his bands and walked
away with rapld strides. Fioally he
set off ruuning, stii) looking Into the
pielin of his hand.  Rouletabille had
brought me to a standétill by a ges.
ture.

h! Fredetle Lorsan s at work!
Don't let o Clistardh bl

Kouletabille bad o great sdmiration
for the celebrated detective, I had
never hefore secin i, but 1 knew hilm
well Ly reputation. At that time, be-
fore Ronlembille hnd given proof of
Lls nndgque talent, Larsan was reputed
ag the mogt skiliful unraveler of the

most  mypterions  and  complicated
eriiees.  His reputatlon was World-
whie, nud the pollce of London and
oven of Awmericn often enlled him

to thelr ald when thelr own natlonal
fuspeerors and detectives found them.
selves at the end of their wits and re-
HONTCeS,

No oue was ustonished, then, that
the head of the Paris police had at
the outset of the mystery of the yel-
low room telegraphed his preclous
vuhordinate In London, where he had
Leen sent on n big case of stolen se
curlties, to return with all haste, Fred-
erie had made all speed, doubtless
knowing by experfence that if he was
Interrupted In what he was dolng it
was becanke his services were urgent-
Iy needed in another direction, so, as
Rouletabille said, he was that morning
already “nf work!” We soon found

“The conclerges will not be able to
glve you any Informaticn, M. Rooleta
bllle,”

“Why nott"

“Because they were arrested half an
bour ago."

“Arrvested!” cried Rouletabllle. *“Then
they are the murderers!™

Frederie Larsan shrugged his shoul-
ders.

“When you can't arrest the real murs
derer,” he sald, with an alr of supreme
Irony, “you enn always lnduolge in the
luxury of discovering accomplices”

“DId you have them arrested, M.
Fred ™

“Not 1! 1 baven't hnd them arrest-
ed, In the first ploce, T am pretty
sure that they have not had anything

(to do with the affalr and then be-

cause''—
“Becouse of what?' asked Rouleta

| bille eagerly,

“Because of nothing,” sald Larsan,
shuking his head,

“Becouse there were no accom-
plices!”™ sald Rouletabille.

“Abha! You hnve an lden, then, nbout
this matter?’ sald Larsan, looklng at
Rouletabille Intently, “yet you have
seen nothing, young man-you have
not yet galned admisslon here!"

“T shnll get admission.”

“I doubt It, The orders are strict”

“I shall galn odmisslon If yon et
me #mee M. Iobert Darzac. Do that
for me. You know we are old friends.
I beg of you, M. Fred. Do you re-
wember the article I wrote about yon
on the gold bar case?"

[To BE coNTINUED.)
S8YNOPSIS,

CHAPTER 1—A mysterious at-
tempt s made at midnight to mur-
der Mlle. Stangerson, daughter and
ussistant of Prof, Btangerson, who s
at work on his theory of the dissool
a‘lon of matter in a pavillon near his
chateau, Plstol shots and the young
woman s ories for help are heard
behind the locke) and bolted door of
her chamber, the yellow room, The
cries are answered by Professor Stan

po and Daddy Jacgues, an aged
servant, Alded by the conclerges,
Bernfer and his wife, they break open
the door and find Mlle, Stangerson
iwooning and ball strangled, with »
wound In her temple, but find no
trace of her assallant, The only
possible outlel from the yellow room
i* the door. The welrd cry of the
“bete du bon Dlew,” a eat belonging
to -Mother Angenoux, a recluse, Is
beardejust before Mlle, Stangerson's
cries,  H—Joseph Rouletabille, a re-
porter-detective, s intvoduced to the
reader by Al, Salnclair, the narrator
of the story, Rouletabille declares
the revolver was fired by Mlle, Stan-
gerson, wounding her assallant In
the hand.




